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where the traffic—no, up by St. Paul's ! He knew a passage
where he could stand back a yard or two, like that chap in
Oxford Street! But to the girl sleeping beside him he said
nothing. No word to her till he had thrown the die. It
meant gambling with his last penny. For a bare living lie
would have to sell—why, three dozen big and four dozen
small balloons a day would only be twenty-six shillings a
week profit, unless that chap was kidding. Not much
towards ' Austrylia ' out of that ! And not a career—
Victorine would have a shock ! But it was neck or nothing
now—he must try it, and in off hours go on looking for a job.
; Our thin capitalist, then, with four doxcn big and seven
dozen small on a tray, two shillings in his pocket, and little
in his stomach, took his stand off St. Paul's at two o'clock
next day. Slowly he blew up and tied the necks of two
large and three small, magenta, green and blue, till they
dangled before him. Then with the smell of rubber in his
nostrils^ and protruding eyes, he stood back on the kerb
and watched the stream go by. It gratified him to sec that
most people turned to look at him. But the first person
to address him was a policeman, with :
i " I'm not sure you can stand there."
! Bicket did not answer, his throat felt too dry. He had
heard of the police. Had he gone the wrong way to work ?
Suddenly he gulped, and said : " Give us a chance, con-
stable ; I'm right on my bones. If I'm in the way, I'll
stand anywhere you like. This is new to me, and two bob's
all I've got left in the world besides a wife."
The constable, a big man, looked him up and down.
" Well, we'll see. I shan't make trouble for you if no one
objects."
Bicket's gaze deepened thankfully.
^" I'm much obliged," he said - " tyke one for your little
girl—to please me."

